"Lincoln!" Leni stood at the foot of the stairs and shouted for her little brother. "Breakfast is ready!" Leni was wearing her best chef's hat and apron to complete her baking ensemble, although tying the apron's knot was much harder than she thought because of the darn oven mitts. "Lincoln! Come downstairs, don't you wanna try the food I made you?" All of the other members of the Loud family were out of the house and Leni took it upon herself to take care of Lincoln, at least for the weekend. Leni thought she worked hard on breakfast and her outfit, and she was a little sad that Lincoln might not care about either of those those things. She wondered why he wasn't responding. "Lincoln!" Leni shouted for the last time.

"I'm coming!" Lincoln hollered, in a weird kind of voice that Leni didn't quite understand. Footsteps were heard inside Lincoln's room before he rushed downstairs and into the kitchen. Leni walked in and glanced at her brother before heading to the oven. His face was flushed and he was breathing heavily. 

"You're acting kind of funny today. Maybe it's because you're hungry? Well don't worry, because your big sis is here to fix that! I made cinnamon rolls!" Leni walked up to the table and presented Lincoln with a tray full of the luscious baked goods. Sweet smelling cinnamon wafted over the two and Leni was temporarily mesmerized by the aroma before snapping back to reality. "Oh wait, I forgot the best part! The icing!" She pulled out a professional looking icing bag already prepared with the sugary sweet topping. The nozzle on the bag was ready to go, about to cover the warm bun in soft, sticky sweetness when Leni stopped.

She hadn't noticed before, but Lincoln had some weird splotch on his face. Funnily enough, it was the same color and consistency of the icing in her bag. "Hey Linc, how'd you know what I was making for breakfast? You already brought some icing!" Leni reached down playfully and wiped a small dab onto her fingertip. If she had been paying closer attention, Leni would have seen how absolutely MORTIFIED Lincoln looked at this point. His face had turned beet red and his heart had stopped from the shock. He watched Leni bring her finger to her mouth in slow motion. 

Sucking on her finger, Leni was perplexed. "This...isn't icing? It's not sweet at all. It's kinda salty in fact. Bitter and...ooohhhh...." Leni's simple thoughts drifted off as she became consumed by the flavor. The foreign substance was so much more layered and complex than anything she had tasted before. The saltiness was...pleasant? The tang was delectable. A lightbulb flickered on in her head. This was good. She wanted more. She HAD to have more. "Hey Lincoln..." Leni drifted back into conscious thought. "Where did you...get that icing?" Leni tried her best to hide the intent of her questioning.

Lincoln was frozen in place. Without a doubt, he was done for. She caught him, she was going to tell Mom and Dad, he would be sent off to boot camp or juvenile refuge or something equally as Dickensian. "I uh, I just realized I'm not hungry!" Lincoln thought if he could escape he would have more time to plan a better explanation. "Thank you Leni, but I have some homework I need to finish." Lincoln quickly got up and shot up the stairs with blinding speed. Leni was left to her own devices, just the tray of cinnamon buns, her cute bakers hat, and a finger full of her brother's cum.

Reaching for her cell phone, Leni sent a text to the one person she hoped would help. 
"Hi Lroi :-)" A few seconds later she got a buzz. 
"Hey Leni. What is it. Still driving with Bobby." 
"Ummm...I tasted this funny clear white kinda goop thing and I wondered if you knew what it was???"
Leni's phone immediately buzzed. "What are you talking about. Show me."
Leni took a picture of her finger with the goop on the tip and sent it to her. 
Then she sent a few selfies because she looked really cute in her outfit.
"Leni...you're at home right? Where did you find this?"
Leni thought for a second about how she should answer. Why did it matter to Lori where she found it?
"I got it off Lincoln's face! He didn't eat any of my cinnamon buns :-( Do you knwo what it is?"
"Don't tell anyone else about this. ESPECIALLY not Mom or Dad. I'll be back on Sunday night and will explain then."

Hmm, that was kind of a weird conversation. Lori wasn't this serious unless something bad happened. Did something bad happen? Consumed in thought, Leni played back the past ten minutes. She absentmindedly sucked on her finger and a spark went off. The mystery goop! Leni started drooling. Already over the initial bitter reaction, she was consumed by how good it tasted. The bit on her finger was almost gone from sucking on her finger so hard. Leni had to get more. Where could she get more? 

Lincoln.

It took some effort, but Leni was able to piece together that the mystery substance was linked to whatever Lincoln was doing in his room right before breakfast. She quickly changed into her sneakiest scarf and waited for another opportunity to present itself. Creeping up to his door, Leni peered in and to her disappointment she saw Lincoln actually doing the homework that he mentioned. His face was still slightly tinged red with the embarrassment of before, but other than that he did nothing but study for the rest of the day. 

The sun was getting low in the sky and Leni was tired. At first determined in her mission, Leni's resolve started to falter and she became discouraged at ever finding out where the goop came from. Her eyelids were drooping, struggling to stay open under the weight of fatigue. It'll be okay to take a break, she told herself. I'll just rest my eyes for a second. Leni woke up to the gentle but persistent beating of fabric, like someone was lightly punching a pillow from the inside. A new development!

Unable to see anything from her current vantage point, Leni pressed against the door and gingerly cracked it open. She saw...Lincoln's head? He had a pained expression on his face and was mumbling something. She kept going. She could see that -whoa- she could see that he wasn't wearing a shirt. Leni blushed but reminded herself that Lincoln always read comic books in his underwear. He didn't seem to be reading, though. She continued opening the door revealing more and more of her brother's bare chest and torso. 

Becoming impatient, Leni pressed her luck and opened the door much wider, revealing everything. She gasped. Lincoln was laying on his back with his feet propped up against the wall. His hand was shoved inside his underwear and his arm was furiously pumping up and down. The expression on his face wasn't pain, she could see that he was thoroughly enjoying this. Leni sifted through her collected knowledge of "sex" stuff and put a word to what she was seeing. Lincoln was jerking off!

Hanging onto the door with bated breath, Leni was captivated. She understood that this was wrong, that if it were one of her sisters she would've screamed and run off in the opposite direction. But for some reason, Leni felt compelled to stare. She marveled at Lincoln's movements, the way his toes would curl, how he would sometimes bite his lower lip. The motion of his fist pistoning up and down. Most of all, Leni was enthralled by the size of the bulge in Lincoln's underwear. It drew her eyes in a magnetic sense. Nothing could have pulled her away.

Leni's eyes were glued to her brother to such an extent that she didn't notice what the door was continuing to open more and more. Her weight gave out from under her and Leni fell face first onto Lincoln's carpet. The dull thud caused Lincoln to snap back to reality where he was greeted by his older sister spying on him masturbate. The two siblings made eye contact for a split second before everyone started screaming. Cowering away from each other, with Leni pulling the scarf over her face and Lincoln covering his body as best he could with his hands, neither of them were sure how to proceed. A long silence filled the room.

Surprisingly, Leni was the first to speak. She had peeked out from under her scarf and pulled it down from her face. Collecting her thoughts, she said, "Lincoln, don't be scared. I'm not gonna tell anyone about this." Her brother was still covering himself tensely with his hands, but he seemed to relax a little. "You were just acting really strangely at breakfast, and I was worried about you. I'm sorry for spying." Lincoln let his guard down a little more, and Leni smiled. She was proud of the caring big sister image she was able to portray. She thanked Lori for setting a pretty good example. 

Feeling a little more comfortable, Leni got up and sat onto the bed. Lincoln watched cautiously, but didn't back away. "There's something I wanted to ask you, if that's okay," Leni began. Did the white stuff on your face...did it come from you?" Lincoln blushed again, but after a few seconds he nodded quietly. 

"When guys um, finish doing what I was doing, that white stuff comes out," Lincoln explained.  Leni's eyes grew wide. So the white stuff was connected to sex! She was listening intently, hanging onto Lincoln's every word, so he felt like he had to continue. "It's called um...semen...or cum." He was doing his best to avoid saying anything crude or giving his sister misinformation. It looked like she was furiously taking down mental notes.

There was a brief pause and then Leni asked, "Does it feel good?" 

Lincoln was incredibly embarrassed, but he felt like nothing would be gained from lying. He nodded. 

"Can you show me?" 

Lincoln's immediate response was to say no, to politely ask her to leave his room and never mention this again. But there was something about her voice and the way she made her request. How her words were dripping with lust but also full of naive curiosity. How her lips managed to smile in between every word. He couldn't bring himself to say no. Lincoln moved backwards onto the bed so that his back was pressed against the headboard. Leni sat cross legged at the foot of the bed, watching him intently. With his hands covering his crotch, he tentatively spread his legs. Leni bit her lip with excitement as he brought his hands away.

Although he had gotten soft during Leni's intrusion, the notion of pleasuring himself to an audience aroused something in him. If he was going to give Leni a show, he wanted it to be a good one. Lincoln used two fingers in the shape of a V and drew them along his underwear, tracing the outline of his stiffening member. Leni was taken aback by his size to begin with, but she was astonished that it managed to get even bigger. Lincoln continued pressing his fingers against himself until he was fully erect and then grabbed the waistband of his underwear with one hand. In one gradual motion, he pulled his underwear down and freed his cock from its white fabric prison.

Leni was floored. She had never seen a penis in real life, at most one or two lewd pictures on the internet with her hands covering her eyes. But this was the genuine article. She stared hungrily at the impressive piece before her. Lincoln was just barely leaving childhood behind, but his body had fully embraced its newfound maturity. The length and girth were incredible, and Leni had to actively resist reaching out and grabbing it. Drool ran freely from her lips. Her womanhood had a similar idea, with her panties beginning to get soaked from her excitement.

With swelling confidence, Lincoln's hand reached out and grasped his rod. Leni sharply exhaled as she watched him begin to pump his cock up and down. It was entrancing. Lincoln was able to wrap all four fingers around his girth and still had room to maneuver. He was quiet at first, but when a stray moan escaped his lips, the reaction from Leni was palpable. She visibly flinched and brought a hand downwards to begin exploring her own body. He saw this and smirked. So she liked that? He could give her more. As his right hand jerked up and down, his left hand reached over and began fondling his balls, and all at the same time he started vocalizing his pleasure. Moans, whimpers, sighs, all sorts of lurid noises started coming out of Lincoln's mouth, and Leni was hungrily taking it all in.

"Oh fuck," Lincoln murmured. The sudden outburst jolted through Leni's body. "Oh fuck, oh fuck... Oh fuck, Leni!" She lost it. Leni was watching her little brother masturbate and he had just moaned her name. All bets were off. She pulled up her blue dress and shoved her hand inside her panties reaching for her clit and playing with herself in a frenzy. This was so much more than Leni had anticipated. She started to like being wrong. Lincoln felt a familiar tension build up in his balls. He gritted his teeth and furrowed his brow. Instinct kicked in and Leni realized what was about to happen. 

It was her time to speak. "Do it, Lincoln." His eyes shot open. He looked at Leni insistently. He wanted to hear her say that again. "Do it for me." Lincoln's pumping tripled in speed. His cock was throbbing and he was just about at his limit. But it wasn't quite enough. He needed more and stared at Leni with a fiery passion. "Lincoln!" Leni closed her eyes and shouted loudly, "Cum for me!" He found his release. Lincoln moaned in ecstasy as his cock spurted cum all over himself. Thick strands of white cum shot in an arc from the tip of his penis tracing an arc that landed on his chest. Lincoln seemed to have an endless supply. Leni licked her lips hungrily.

After what seemed like ages, he finally stopped cumming. Lincoln's chest was coated in his semen. She couldn't help herself. Reaching out with a trembling hand, she traced a finger from Lincoln's collarbone down to his groin and collected as much of his cum as she could. Then she took her fingertip and brought it to her lips and sucked on it. Leni was in heaven. The taste was so unique, so addicting. She savored his cum for all it was worth, until the amount on her finger was gone. Then she got more, and then more. Leni was so obsessed with tracing her fingers all over Lincoln's body that she barely even noticed he was there. In a post orgasmic-state, Lincoln just laid back and let her have her fun.

Leni collected the last few drops of her new favorite treat and delighted in its taste. Sucking on her fingertip, she shut her eyes and focused on the flavor, shutting out all other needless senses. Finally content, Leni looked down at Lincoln and smiled. She laid onto the bed close to him. "Mmm, thank you Lincoln, that was sooo good." She cuddled up next to her brother and sighed happily. 

"It was pretty good for me too," Lincoln laughed. He reached out and tickled her, making Leni shriek with laughter. She retaliated, tickling him back, and the two had a play fight, giggling the entire time. Pillows may have been thrown and dresses may have been removed. When things settled down, both of them were naked and Lincoln was holding Leni, spooning her from behind. He gulped and quietly confessed. "I love you Leni." 

A few moments of silence passed and Lincoln counted each second with increasing dread. Despite all this, did he go too far in confessing his love? Would she reject him? A million thoughts went through his mind as Lincoln considered each worse and worse possibility. Leni snored, bringing Lincoln back out of his head. Phew. She hadn't heard him, she was already asleep. Maybe that's for the best?  Right before drifting off, he breathed in and noticed how nice her hair smelled. Like...cinnamon.

Lincoln awoke to a pleasant but intrusive sensation in his lower half. The covers were drawn over him but there was a suspiciously human sized lump under the blankets. Throwing off the bed sheets, he was greeted with Leni busily sucking his cock, her full lips making indecent slurping noises as they made their way up and down his erection, taking Lincoln for all he was worth. It was far too much, far too early in the morning. He was unable to mount a defense against this assault and knew the battle was lost. Lincoln arched his back and came, filling Leni's mouth with his cum. She swallowed the load with ease and licked her lips, smiling. 

"Good morning, Lincoln!"

"I...uh...good morning Leni," Lincoln murmured, still in a daze after just getting up and just getting off. His eyes crossed before focusing again on his sister laying in front of him, a halo of light bouncing off her perfect blonde hair. Lincoln was sure of it, Leni was an angel. "How did you sleep?" he asked sheepishly. Leni looked down and noticed some cum had landed on her hand, she busied herself with licking it off like a kitten before answering.

"Mm I slept great! It's so nice cuddling with you, we should do that more often," Leni smiled. "I woke up feeling something hard poking into my back and felt like treating myself. I'm really sorry, I hope that's okay!" She offered a genuine apology, but Lincoln had a feeling she would do it again in a heartbeat. Lincoln had a devious little thought. He didn't mind the wake up call in the slightest, but that didn't mean he couldn't have fun with an opportunity if it presented itself. 

Putting on his best hurt and dejected expression, Lincoln said, "I dunno Leni...that sort of wasn't very cool. I ended up enjoying it in the end, but I wasn't even awake when you started! You're gonna have to make it up to me somehow." Leni looked appalled at what she had done. Fulling the full weight of her actions, she was horrified at the realization and silently pleaded Lincoln for a chance to redeem herself. "Hmmm...." Lincoln said, drawing the moment out just a little bit to make her squirm. "I never did eat any of those cinnamon buns you baked yesterday. Could we have some for breakfast?"

Leni's eyes lit up at the request and giddily began running downstairs. A few minutes past and the clanging of pots and pans gave way to the gentle ticking of an egg timer. Lincoln took his sweet time getting dressed, putting on a bathrobe and slippers feeling like the king of the castle. He entered the kitchen and saw Leni mixing together some more icing. She looked at him and smiled, saying, "Hii Lincoln, I really hope you enjoy these. I know I'm not...the best at some things, but I'm kind of proud of my baking skills!" Lincoln smiled at her small boast and sat down at the table.

The two had a meandering conversation about everyday things to pass the time. Did you hear that joke Luan told? What should we get Lily for her birthday? How did your test go? It was all so mundane, so ordinary. It wouldn't have seemed out of place from any other conversation between siblings if not for the fact that one was just blowing the other ten minutes ago. A bright and cheery DING punctuated the conversation, giving Leni the cue to take her buns out of the oven. Carefully handling the tray, Leni placed it directly onto the table.

"Isn't it better to let them cool down first?" Lincoln asked. Leni shook her head.

"The mixture of flour, sugar, and cinnamon creates an ideal consistency when it comes right out of the oven," she began. "If you let them cool down, they lose a lot of flavor!" Lincoln was genuinely impressed by her knowledge. He had a feeling she had a secret skill other than looking great in or out of a dress. He took a quick sip of water "Besides. The sooner we finish breakfast the sooner we can go back to having fun!" Lincoln sputtered out some of the water and choked a little bit. By fun, did she mean the light conversation before breakfast or the incestuous antics of the past couple hours?

In either case, Lincoln picked up his fork and began to eat. He brought a fork full of pastry to his mouth and chewed slowly before opening his eyes in revelation. These were really good cinnamon buns. Light, fluffy, flaky, and coated with the right amount of icing, Lincoln had never tasted anything so expertly crafted. He quickly finished his first one, then another, and was about to reach for the third when he looked over at Leni again. For some reason, she wasn't happy. Staring at her plate with discontent, it seemed like something was amiss. "Leni, is everything okay? These taste amazing by the way, thank you so much!" Lincoln did his best to reassure his sister and praise her for her efforts, hoping that would smooth things over.

She looked up at him and said simply, "It's missing something. There's an ingredient I forgot to add and I think I know what it is. Lincoln, this is gonna bug me all day unless I try it, can you help me out?" She motioned for him to come over and hesitantly he stood up. Not entirely sure what she was doing, he walked over to her side of the table and she instantly opened his robe and pulled his briefs down. 

"Whoa whoa whoa, Leni! You could've just asked!" Lincoln cried out in surprise. 

Leni saw his expression and grinned from ear to ear. "Where's the fun in that, Linc?" She cheerfully wrapped her right arm around his waist and brought the boy closer to her. Reaching over, she started stroking his growing erection. Slowly at first, sensually drawing out each moment until Lincoln started getting heady from the stimulation. A few moments later, Lincoln was incredibly hard and Leni eyed his member with lustful abandon. She picked up the pace, increasing the speed and intensity of her strokes, her nimble fingers grasping his cock and jerking it along the his shaft.

Covertly, Leni reached for her plate and brought it over while she continued to pump his cock up and down. Lincoln's knees were beginning to shake at this point. For someone who had never given a handjob until today, Lincoln had to admit she had a serious knack for it. Her palm and fingers twisted around the length of his cock, giving every inch a loving embrace. Improvising her technique, she could make Lincoln feel like his cock was plunging farther and farther down an endless, incredibly tight pussy. He was seeing stars. This was better than anything he had ever done by himself, he thought. 

The moment was reaching it's peak. Leni was pumping her hand up and down at a tremendous speed and Lincoln didn't know how much longer he could resist. She looked up at him and smiled, and the purity of her gaze sent Lincoln falling endlessly into bliss. He thrusted his pelvis forward and a long moan escaped his lips as Lincoln was brought to climax. Cum erupted from the tip of his cock like a geyser. Moving quickly, Leni caught almost every spurt on the plate, coating her cinnamon rolls with his seed. A few strands of cum landed on the table and on her thighs, the sensation of the latter sent shivers up Leni's spine. She remembered this for later.

But for now, she eyed her latest collaboration with Lincoln, a small plate of cinnamon rolls with extra icing. Taking her fork, she sliced into the bun and brought it to her lips, savoring the decadent flavor. "Mmmmmm..." Leni was lost again, her senses temporarily overloaded with the lewd taste in her mouth. Swallowing every bite, she pondered the results and smiled. "Perfect!"

Looking over at her brother, Leni saw that Lincoln was a sweaty mess drained of much of his stamina. He had performed admirably so far but apparently everyone has their limits. She stood up and hugged him, her perky breasts pressing against his forehead and her hands wrapping around his back. "Thank you for breakfast, Lincoln. It wouldn't have been the same without you!" She leaned down and kissed the top of his head. Weakly, Lincoln returned the hug. He felt exhausted from the morning's events and wouldn't mind crawling into bed for a few years to get his energy back. 

Suddenly, a bright idea flashed through Leni's mind, they seemed to be appearing with more frequency than ever. She gently grabbed Lincoln's hand and lead him up the stairs, down the hall, walking past his bed and leading him to the bathroom. Wordlessly, Leni shut the door behind them. She worked quickly, pulling her dress over her head and discarding it on the floor, then did the same for Lincoln's orange shirt and jeans. Lincoln was in such a daze that he barely registered Leni's actions before he noticed he was in the bathroom with his sister with only one article of clothing between the both of them.

Scanning upwards, Lincoln saw Leni standing before him completely nude. He shut his eyes and, futilely attempting modesty, Lincoln tried to cover up his body as best he could. Showing off for her back in his bedroom was one thing, but he didn't feel prepared to follow through with where this was going. Leni stepped back and admired her sweet little brother. Always trying to help his family, always so considerate. He was her angel, she would watch over him. She stepped forward and embraced him, and Lincoln could feel warmth and love radiating out of every fiber of her being. His guard was lowered and allowed her advance.

He knew she was family. That she had been his older sister since he was born. But an eleven-year old boy will be an eleven-year old boy, and if the naked female form presents itself unfettered, he would be powerless to stop himself from staring. Nervously sneaking peeks, Lincoln could see her perky breasts swaying above him. They weren't imposing in their size like Lori's bust seemed to be, they were the perfect size, jiggling this way and that with her movements. He noticed that her taut pink nipples were erect, two fleshy nubs standing at attention. He wondered what sounds she would make if he sucked on them.

Glancing downwards, Lincoln saw Leni's cute butt and slender legs. Again, if numbers were an objective measure of quality she would lag behind Lori, and if one preferred a toned physique, Lynn may take that contest. Wait, why was he thinking of Lynn's ass at a time like this? In any case, despite not being exceptional in any one aspect, Leni's butt was perfect because of how "just right" it was. Riding the fine line between too much and too little, her ass was round, supple, and bouncy all at the same time. Unable to restrain himself, Lincoln brought a hand up to her butt and gave it a squeeze, eliciting a squeak from Leni. She then made a happy purring noise as Lincoln reached up with both hands and began massaging her ass.

Pressing his entire body against hers, Lincoln buried his face in Leni's torso and lost himself in experiencing her. Her breasts resting against his head, his hands affectionately rubbing her ass, Lincoln again breathed in her scent. Cinnamon. There was no doubt at this point. He was hers, completely. Leni, despite not being especially observant in most matters, had a keen sense of empathy and noticed a subtle change in Lincoln. His movements were no longer the hurried frenzy of a boy discovering his sexuality, but the affectionate embrace of a lover. She blushed a deep shade of red and titled Lincoln's head upwards to kiss him. She was his, completely.

Breaking off the kiss, Leni remembered something. "You're really good at kissing, Linc. I'm learning so much about you," she giggled. "But we came upstairs because we're both sticky, sweaty messes. Let's hop in the shower and get clean." Leni let go and walked over to the bathtub. Lincoln stood there, not entirely sure what to do next. 

"Do I...do you want...uh," Lincoln's voice feebly trailed off. 

"Come inside! We'll shower together," Leni said casually, reaching for her favorite body wash.

The boy walked over and gingerly lifted one foot into the tub, in between Leni's feet. She giggled at his hesitation and pulled the rest of him inside. "Doesn't this seem fun? And Lisa told me that it's good to 'con-sherve' water because of the rain forest or something." The two were now standing face to face with Lincoln's back to the shower head. Leni hummed a tune and turned on the water, making Lincoln wince momentarily from the freezing cold. The upside of this was that Leni's already taut nipples became even more pronounced, lingering tantalizingly close just out of reach.

Lincoln said to hell with being nervous, of being scared, of holding onto useless fear. Something he wanted was right in front of him and he was going to take it. Standing on his tiptoes Lincoln wrapped an arm around Leni's back and gave her nipple a quick kiss, testing the waters. Leni gasped at his boldness and encouraged more by lowering her eyelids and giggling. "That felt good, Lincoln. Do it again." His lips fully enveloped her nipple and he sucked on it delicately. The sensation of his lips made Leni quiver, her womanhood trembling with excitement as her hips unconsciously started to rock back and forth against Lincoln.

The water washing over the both of them heated up, matching the growing intensity of their embrace. Lincoln's member stiffened from the stimulation of Leni's pussy grinding up and down on his thigh. She was melting like putty in his hands and he was becoming quite the opposite. His rod firmed up and rested on the inside of Leni's thighs. Neither of them paid this development much notice at the time, they had more pressing matters to attend to. Lincoln was busily sucking away at one of Leni's nipples, his hand giving sorely needed attention to the other one. Leni was moaning loudly, provoked on all sides by the sucking, pinching, twisting, and even biting that Lincoln subjected her to. She was incredibly wet. She wanted him. Now.

Leni was losing whatever sense of restraint she had. Her mind was growing cloudy and baser desires were beginning to take over. She was five seconds away from pushing her brother onto the floor of the tub and mounting him. Her hips lowered themselves to a level where, if he wanted, Lincoln could do it right now. He could throw caution to the wind and thrust his considerable length inside of her. She wanted that, she wanted him, but there was something so unclear about all of this. Leni loved Lincoln, both as a brother and -- very recently -- something more. She had a feeling he did too. But was this really the right way for their first time? Torn this way and that by her conscience and her lust, Leni had no idea what to do. 

Looking up at his big sis, nipple still in his mouth, Lincoln could see the distraught look on Leni's face. He noticed just how close her hips were to his cock and quickly put two and two together. She was debating over whether to do "that" right now. To take that ultimate step. Lincoln thought it over: he wanted her, more than anything. But something told him waiting and talking things out would be the better play. 

That didn't mean they couldn't have some fun before then. Lincoln grabbed his cock and moved it down slightly, and instead of thrusting upwards, he thrust parallel to her opening. Lincoln buried his dick between Leni's thighs and it emerged on the other side, his cock head sandwiched comfortably between her pillowy, round cheeks. Leni sharply exhaled at this sudden movement, but looked down at Lincoln with a playful grin. She thrust her hips forward, grinding her pussy along the length of his shaft, pressing her clit down on him with as much force as she could. Bucking her hips forwards and backwards, Leni made Lincoln groan with pleasure as her thighs and butt wrapped completely around Lincoln's cock. He was in heaven. Her tongue was lolling about in her open mouth. As Lincoln gripped her ass with both hands and pistoned his cock back and forth, Leni thought this was a compromise she could live with.

Putting her hands on both of Lincoln's shoulders, Leni prepared herself to go on the offensive. She started timing her gyrations with Lincoln's and was able to leverage her height into deeper, more powerful thrusts. It was all becoming a little too much for him. The sight of her breasts bouncing with every movement, the feeling of her body grinding against him, the look of lust in her eyes, Lincoln felt like he was standing on the precipice of a huge cliff. He felt his grasp on the situation slipping. The warm water splashing against his back relaxed him, made him vulnerable to Leni's will.

She saw his gaze falter and went in for the killing blow. Reaching forward, Leni brought Lincoln in for a kiss, her probing tongue meeting his beginning a desperate dance for dominance. Rolling over each other only to fall again, their tongues lashed like competing tidal waves as Leni was somehow able to channel this surging motion into more momentum in her hips. She used her thighs to jerk Lincoln off for all that he was worth. His cheeks flushed, his expression a grimace, Lincoln broke away and cried out, "Fuck fuck fuck I'm coming! Leni, I'm coming!"

Seeing her window, Leni slid her hips backwards, the tip of his cock making the perilous journey along her slit. She hoped she could make it in time, but the thought being too slow and getting her pussy splashed with his cum was enticing. She could stand to lose this race. Fortunately or not, her hips were quick enough and she dismounted right as the first spurts of cum erupted from the tip of his penis. She pressed her body against Lincoln's, his cock spasming between them as load after load of cum coated their stomachs. 

After the last pulses of ecstasy ran their course through Lincoln's softening member, the two of them finally stopped. They were thoroughly exhausted, fatigue running through every muscle and tendon as their chests heaved from the work out. Catching their breath as the water continued to pour over them, Lincoln had a thought. This woman was going to drain him of his vital fluids, he was sure of it. He didn't really care. Lincoln reached up and kissed her and a cheerful Leni placing a hand behind his head, returning the kiss. The shower rinsed away every impurity and left them standing in a misty cloud of humid air.

Shutting off the water, Leni stepped out and draped Lincoln in one of her towels, shrouding him in a cloak of teal fabric. She dried him off first, then herself, and finally the two stumbled awkwardly out of the bathroom. Lincoln's head was so fuzzy from his nigh continuous orgasms that he felt it better if Leni lead the way. She took him by the hand, but instead of making the trek across the hallway to Lincoln's room, she immediately entered the door on her right. This was... Leni and Lori's room? He wondered for a second why he was here, why she was guiding him to her bed, but the second his head touched pillow Lincoln fell into a deep slumber.

Leni saw her little brother snoozing on her bed and felt content. She loved playing with him, but he needed his rest too. Leni yawned while stretching her arms and noticed she was a little tired too. A little nap wouldn't hurt, it would be hours before anyone else came home. She snuggled up close to her brother and pulled the blankets over them, having a dream about Lincoln as an angel fluttering about with tiny wings.

Lincoln woke up gradually, feeling restored from his nap. He rubbed his eyes and looked out the window to see the sky was a vivid blend of orange and purple as the sun made it's final voyage beneath the horizon. He realized this wasn't his normal view of the sunset and looked around him. Vanity mirrors, lipstick, dresses and short shorts all over the floor, this was Lori and Leni's room all right. Lincoln looked at his side and saw Leni quietly dozing off on her side. Her normally perfect hair was slightly tousled from rolling around and if he listened closely he could hear faint snoring. He loved these tiny imperfections, and would've watched her sleep for a while longer if his thoughts weren't interrupted by the sound of a key being inserted into a lock.

Oh shit, Lori's back. Lincoln quickly ran to the door frame of Leni's room and pressed his back against it, stealthily peeking his head out of the door and casting his gaze downstairs. He arrived just in time to see Lori opening the door and walking inside. "Is anyone home?" she asked in her default half-annoyed voice. Lincoln crept out of Leni's room and crawled on all fours, ducking down against the railing before she noticed him. Leni stirred from her slumber and saw her brother from the bed. Her eyes shot open after hearing Lori speak, so she quietly got up and edged over to where Lincoln was.

Lori wondered where everyone was. She needed to talk to Leni about the whole "white goop" conversation from earlier, but before that she had to eat something. The drive back from her trip with Bobby was agonizingly long and they didn't have a chance to pull over and get food. Lori glanced at the kitchen table and saw a platter piled high with cinnamon buns. Ooh, those look good, she thought. Perhaps a little stale from being out all morning, but worth a try at least.

Lori took a cinnamon bun from the plate and bit into it. Immediately, her pallet was hit with the strangest, most intriguing mix of tastes. The sweet icing was complemented with something else, a flavor she knew but couldn't exactly place. Licking her lips, Lori quickly devoured her first cinnamon bun and hungrily eyed the rest of the platter. There was SOMETHING about these things. The taste was irresistible. She took a bun in each hand and started chomping away. Leni and Lincoln snuck downstairs and saw Lori stuffing her face, when they realized what she was eating they were both horrified. The guilty party scurried up the steps and ran off to their respective rooms, shutting their doors behind them as Lori licked her icing covered finger tips.

She wanted more.